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Sweetness 


Author's Notes: 

This is from 2008-2004, | can\'t quite remember. Most of my Jon/Chris stories were written so long ago (so 
much so I\'m sure no one remembers that | have written that pairing many times), largely based upon the 
history as presented in Close To The Edge and other sources. Jon had not changed the spelling of his name at 
that time so | used his given name. The perspective shifts, obviously, between the two of them, but I\'m 
keeping to my own original canon of Jon being an elf. Also, if anyone wonders, the spelling of \'Sth\" instead of 
\'Fifth\" in that group\'s name is the actual spelling they officially utilized. 


A typical night at La Chasse: loud music, smoke, massed bodies at the bar swilling the establishment's booze 
and laughing at nothing important. John was washing glasses for Jack, head down, hoping no one important 
recognized him in this silly guise of barman's assistant. A conversation struck up between his benefactor and 


someone John couldn't see, his back to the patrons. 
"What's doin’ tonight, Jack?" 


"Oh you know, you know, same old shite. How's the gigs been?" 


Their eavesdropper felt suddenly homesick, even as he was exactly where he wanted to be: among the rapid 
pulse of human endeavour. But he missed the gentle aura of his kind, the fair folk, their sweet harmony with 
the surroundings and one another. 

"Rather dried up, chappie. Why don't you book us?" 

John looked over at the bar and felt like something had struck him in the chest. Among the pretty birds and 
dandified blokes there was a very tall proud-looking male, smoking and looking utterly bored. He had exquisite 
bone structure, a posh haircut, and an air of haughty refinement. 

"Lad | told ya, | got me standards to uphold!" 

Could he be - ? 

John looked for any telltale signs of glamour, though most fae who sought to pass in the mundane cloaked 
themselves so thoroughly even those of their own kind wouldn't be able to see it. He was dressed in typical 
fashion: a brightly-colored turtleneck and geometric pendant glinting in the dim light. 

“There's nothing wrong with us!" 

"Nothing a personnel change wouldn't fix, any road. Like with John here." 

"Tha wa?" He froze, wet glass in one hand, rag in the other. 


"John, c'mere boy. Want ya ta meet someone.” 


The other pretended to be unaware of the machinations, merely raising his generous eyebrows and turning 


towards the conversation 

"This is Chris, he's in a band, they're rather awful -" 

"Piss off, Jack!" 

"This is John, he needs a band, he's a fine singer." 

Jack deftly drew two pints and placed them on the bar. 

"Now then why don't you chaps go have a chat, eh? See if you can come to an understanding." 
| can't breathe. Well that's ridiculous, of course Im breathing but why do | feel lke | can't breathe? 


The gaze which met his was guarded yet curious, sizing him up. It wasn't merely height which allowed the 


other to look down his nose at the personage in question - and the world entire - but a certain remove. John 
did his best not to look away, to allow himself a certain shine which he wasn't supposed to employ, but he 
desired an advantage. Eventually the head tilted in curiosity. 

"He bought us a drink, might as well do what he says, eh?" 

John smiled. "Aye." 

"Where are you from, then?" 

"Accrington" By way of the Fair Silvan, Mirkwood 

"A Northern lad. Well c'mon then, Northern Lad." 

John watched an elegantly retreating back, dodging the crowd to get to a booth against the wall. His mouth was 
dry, he took a fair swallow of his pint, and he chided himself as a nig nog swallowed once more, and went forth 
into the breach of destiny. 

Once seated Chris gave John a more appraising once-over, lighting a cigarette and taking a draught of his ale. 
His tongue felt thick, wondering what to say.such a sophistication about this one, even if it was mostly bluff, 
as it was with most humans. 

"Gee, you're tall, aren't you?" John said, then sipped at his own pint to hide his awkwardness. 

Chris' eyebrows shot up into his fringe. "And you're rather..well, | won't say. So you sing, eh? Wot do you like?" 


"Love groups with lots of harmonies. Simon and Garfunkel. The 5th Dimension" 


Chris suddenly smiled and John felt his heart leap at the sight. Though this one was attractive in any 


expression, his smile seemed something surprising and beautiful. 

"Have you heard The Magic Garden?" 

"Aye, it's fab, innit?" 

The grin continued. "Absolutely. | love the arrangements." 

"Yeah | love music like that, sophisticated, y'know, but with heart, and soul." 
Chris tilted his head, seeming to ponder the man before him. 


"The sounds, that's wot | focus on. How does it all sound when it comes together." 


John nodded. "The sound of things, it's as much the meaning as the words." 
"D'ya wanna have a play then? We can sing wot we know." 


And he couldn't breathe again, but John managed to say yes somewhere in those moments. 


Barrie's carpet smelt awful but they didn't notice as they seduced one another with their voices, singing songs 
they both knew. There is a phenomenon known as "blood harmony" which is often attributed to siblings who 
possess equal amounts of musical talent, enabling them to sing together in a flawlessly instinctual fashion. If 
either could have identified the emotion which rolled over them - like the laughing buzz of the finest hash - 
as their voices met and acquainted and then finally entwined, it would have likely been the revelation that they 


were born to sing together even as each had been born to completely different circumstances. 


Chris was greatly amused by John's insistence upon focus, his deterministic thrust into the world around him, 
as if he knew the time allotted in which he could seize his destiny and that he felt it slipping wily and sly away, 
even now. Chris brought him into the band and he immediately began inserting not only himself but his ideas 
into the existing dynamic. He was blunt and unmoving, his true personality quite counter to the myth he 


fashioned to eventually embody. 


Its only a matter of time," he would proclaim, in his scratchy-voiced brogue as he washed glasses and pulled 
pints and Chris would sit on the other side of the bar and listen in his poised posed detached fashion. John's 
speaking voice was sometimes sweet as honeyed treacle, other times thicker than the gravy in cold day-old 


pork pie. "The odds are with me, but things have to converge, y'see, to make it right." 


His new singer was an odd mix of earth and air, sensible and fanciful. Among his meager belongings were 


various books containing what Chris pondered were runes of some sort. 

"Yone of those uni types?" he asked one day as they squatted in Barrie's flat once more on a drizzling 
afternoon, Spring not eager to relinquish its hold upon the city, plucking and chiming their way through the 
beginnings of their own songs. He paused to take a hit of a spliff. "Studying dead languages and the like?" 


"Nothing is dead," John intoned. "The things we believe have passed away, they're just beyond our ken" 


Chris tilted his head, trying to think of it. There was something transparent about the other, even as he 
thought he'd sussed him, mostly. He played a chord change again 


"C'mon, let's sort this out." 


Their process worked because they were anticipating each other, striving to impress and then the sheer 


delight when they did, it was a long moment of eyes meeting, blinking, and just the slightest of smiles, forming. 


It wasn't a fairy tale, this, not a purple-prose tale of unrealistic attraction and foppery unsuited to the 
masculine era of their emergence. It wasn't a tale which could be uncovered from the evidence long-presented 
and then aped and rehashed by an acolyte who believes theirs is the only telling. These things, they do happen, 
they are connections deep and resistant to narrative unraveling, to find the source and the secret. It wasn't 


anything either of them could articulate. But seldom are such unions wholly understood in their occurrence. 


"Wot d'ya mean you're out?" 


"We're not getting anywhere, | don't have time to shamble about!" John exclaimed. He had yet to change his 
name again, though not in a music hall fashion as before; just a slight modification, a nod to that which he 


knew he was. "Yer all so lazy!" 


And this was - and always would be - a prehistoric-calibre fossil bone of contention, buried deep in the soil of 
their relationship, sometimes unearthed in sections by the archeology of their arguments. Chris rolled his eyes, 
he didn't perceive himself as lazy at all, because all things will happen as they will, they couldn't be forced, 


especially when it came to music. 

"You have no patience, Northern Lad." 

A burst of Lanky profanity met his ears and that oh-so-hellbent-on-success individual took his leave, they 
had been standing outside the building where the Toyshop rehearsed, and the other shrugged elegant shoulders 
as his hair fluttered in the disturbance of air caused by passing vehicles. He knew John would come back 
because they had discovered the truth of collaboration: once begun, you always desired to plunder those 


depths you glimpsed with each discovered utterance. 


Especially when it sounded as good as they did together. 


The rest of the band was rather nonplussed though Barrie's reaction bordered on disbelief. 


| brought you together because | reckoned between the two of you you'd manage to do something interesting! 
And then you ran him off!" 


"| did no such thing!" Chris protested. "But he's not going to find anyone as interesting as me out there, | just 
have to wait. Because l'm patient." 


Jack raised an eyebrow, wondering why the lad was so emphatic about patience. 


Because.. 

There was an evening, after a day filled with harmonizing and the tentative steps towards discovery of their 
shared creativity, when John had made a proper fry-up and afterwards they sat with cups of tea, smoking 
and talking and trying to understand each other, in ways large and small. Trying to imagine themselves beyond 


their current grimy and ignoble circumstance. 


They each spied potential, like the glimpse of a vague shape on the horizon.it could be anything. It could be 
disaster, folly or fortune. The mystery of it was as much spur and inspiration as the thing itself. 


Chris had vague daydreams of what it would be like to be successful and they were the usual venal longings. 
But John liked to talk of their creations becoming as imbedded in the consciousness of others much as those 
songs they had sung to each other, to the air, in acknowledgment of their blood harmony and the destiny John 
kept insisting they had now met and were obliged to pursue. 


So how, then, could he abandon it? 


Their voices ringing in the air, and it was the sound.Chris blushed to think of it. It was so intimate. And that 


intensity of its obvious unadorned power, it could provoke cowardice in one unprepared to experience it. 
As they did. In that afternoon, as the light waned and the room disappeared around them. 
It was the strangest thing and also the most logical thing. 


Their voices created another reality they could step into, other roles and other times. They conjured their 


future in conversation and silver skeins of song. 


Including how they would solidify and sanctify their bond. 


Perhaps they had both meant to run away, in opposite directions, but Chris didn't see the point of it. His 


fatalism wasn't grim, it was ecstatic. 
He did not know, then, what the other was truly capable of. 


But nor did the other have the full knowledge of his own pull, his glamour, the siren flash of his green eyes. 


(It was so quick and yet perhaps not, the meeting of tongues in a rush of breath, fingers twining in hair and 


their faces turned to one another like flowers to sunlight) 


"It's not because -" 


"Stop it! That's how you get your way, | know. But I'm not so easy as all that. And don't you look down your 


nose at me, Squire. | don't care how high you think you are." 


Chris stood at the window of his shared flat, looking down at the evening commuters hurrying home. He 


laughed softly and took a thoughtful drag on his cigarette. 


Oh no, Northern Lad never easy. But you tasted so sweet. 


